34                   LETTERS FROM SAMOA
the scenery is fine, though I could not allow that I thought it as striking as either Tahiti or the Marquesas.   The intense greenness made me call it the Ireland of the Pacific; but of course this is the midst of the rainy season, and the verdure, always vivid  here,  is  at  its  brightest.     Just before we turned the last point into the bay of Apia, Vailima came into sight high up among the splendid woods;   we could even see  both houses, old and new, to Louis's great delight, as, when he left, the new one was still invisible from the sea.    His love for the place was strong in his eyes as he looked at it and pointed it out to me. Apia itself is very like other little South Sea towns, and not very remarkable.    Houses and churches,   the   German   Hospital   conspicuous amongst them, are scattered round a very open bay amidst coconut   palms,   bread-fruits,   and bananas;   but neither the vegetation nor the immediate surroundings of the town are very noteworthy.     One   must   leave   Apia   behind before it is possible to see anything of the real loveliness of the island. . . , Lloyd came off to meet us, and was, of course, greatly surprised to see me, especially as Lou is so much better that it must have been difficult to believe he had needed my company.     However, we sent off Louis at once on his own horse, while I followed slowly on Lloyd's, with him walking beside me; and so I made my way for the first time on the path that I suppose will soon be so familiar.    It